268                       SILENT IS THE VISTULA
flies buzzed all around us, not too much disturbed by our arrival,
Chalubinsla Street looked weird There were some German posts there, and they built for themselves tents of beautiful Turkish rugs. Before one of these tents stood a black piano, its polished top carefully dusted off A Gar-man pnvate was sittmg in front of the instrument, fingering the keys As we came closer, the tune became clear, and we all shuddered. He was playing our own national anthem Other Germans standing around the player roared with laughter, which did not echo amidst the mute rums of the houses.
We stayed at the hospital until noon, working hard and without letup. Then they gave us our lunch, a cup of ersatz coffee for each person and nothing else, and we understood why both the personnel and the patients of the hospital looked so very sick and emaciated. Shortly after this "lunch" they let us go to the city.
Outside of the hospital's doors we stood helplessly, not knowing where to go, and which of the streets, all littered with debris, were at all passable We stood there, with heavy hearts. And then we plunged ahead, taking any ruined street on our way.
A few blocks beyond, on a corner, we ran into a group of workmen. They shouted at us to huny up and cross to the other side of the street We did. I was not quite sure which street we were on, for certain parts of Warsaw could no longer be recognized even by those who had spent a lifetime there. Without asking why, we ran to we ruins on the opposite side. Behind us came the roar of an explosion, frightful in the surrounding scene of death. Hie air shook, and the corpse of a building fell heavily where we had stood before, Warsaw had one more grave to hide the charred bodies of nameless people undemeatL